THE AGE OF SUFFERING

He wondered whether it was to amuse the visitor that this literary
manservant had been sent to do his turn.

The chauffeur was very young, twenty-five at most; he was hand-
some, dumb and mysterious, and wore a gold bracelet-watch on his
wrist. Gugliemo, though it was difficult to determine his age precisely,
must have been nearly fifty; he spoke with his eyes lowered, sat with his
hands crossed in his sleeves like a priest, and when he took off his
bowler hat he revealed an enormous, an excessive cranium, a sort of
Byzantine cupola on which, from left to right, his few remaining grey
hairs were carefully and individually arranged.

The landscape, divided by hedges, planted with willows and apple
trees laden with little red apples, was strewn with thatched cottages.
The car left the tarmac road and ran through narrow lanes of pale
gravel; then passed through an old gate, whose hinges were lost among
the leaves.

The chateau was a fine large house, an abbey of the period of Louis
XIII, built in the best of French styles between the megalomania of
Francois I and that of Louis XIV. Running loose in the park were
Shetland ponies and a herd of three hinds and a stag.

Fifty yards from the house lay the ruins of the old church: a long
section of ivy-covered wall, the lower portions of the arches of the vault,
a huge window open to the sky thirty feet above the ground, and on the
ground itself traces of foundations. The ruin had been transformed
into a wonderful garden. Box edges, polyanthus roses and garden pinks
filled the transept, the nave and the apse. Where the altar had stood
were flaming golden marguerites. A shrub, sown doubtless by the wind,
grew crookedly high up between two stones of the window. Huge blue
convolvulus clung to the shafts of broken columns. And they had
tea, lying in deck-chairs, above the gravestones of the old Cistercian
abbots.

Lord Pemrose, Maxime de Bayos and Benvenuto Galbani, Jean-
Noel's hosts, wore red, green or honey-coloured corduroy trousers,
sandals with elaborate laces, their points revealing white and carefully
tended toes, little gold medals about their necks and scarves loosely
knotted within their open shirt-collars.

Lord Pemrose moved from chair to chair to avoid the sun.

"Christian, my dear, will you pour out tea?" said Prince Galbani,
addressing a sickly looking young man with a dark hollow face and
jutting cheek-bones, his forehead covered with a fringe of black hair.

The young man was wearing shorts; a thick, dark, abundant down
covered his thin legs; he looked ill-naturedly at Jean-Noel, his eyes like
two black coals. So much black on so weakly a body was curiously
startling.

There were scones, buns and muffins, a huge old silver teapot, tiny
spoons with handles ending in a little ball, sweet orange marmalade,
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